BAGHDAD                                  I2Q

we would ride all day on the best horses of Arabia and
feast all night in gardens of enchantment. Two English
airmen were already there (we guessed that they must be
two officers from our mess who had been captured a
month before) living in peace and plenty with the Com-
mandant of the garrison : they often drove to Nabi
Yunus, across the Tigris, where the Prophet Jonah sleeps :
they \isited the baths to be shampooed daily : they took
their coffee in the market place : they had been seen
drinking wine in long-necked bottles with foreign officers
passing through the city. The loveliest virgins of Circassia
and lily-tall cup-bearers from Erzerum awaited the
pleasure of the guests of the Turkish Government.

Could this be the life of our comrades ? We doubted it,
but hoped it was true.

It was with some elation, therefore, that we saw the
distant prospect of Mosul next morning, set in its sur-
rounding hills. A fair city it seemed, white and cool, with
orange groves down to the Tigris, and many date trees,
but a closer acquaintance brought disappointment. We
passed a quarter which looked like a refuse-heap, where
curs grouted amongst offal : then drove down a mean
street when I observed children with eye-disease, and
adults with leprosies more terrible than Naaman's :
everywhere we saw evidences of dirt, decrepitude and
decay.

We arrived at a tumbled-down barrack : our names
were taken in a dark office : thence we were led to a room
with windows boarded up, which was murkier and more
mouldering than any we had yet seen. After the sunlight
and air of the desert our hearts sank.

Out of the gloom two figures rose. They were our
friends. So changed and wasted were they that even after
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